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one 


Slash has decided that he could have a romantic relationship with alcohol. ltd be the death of him, but damn, it 


would be a sweet way to go. 


And recently Slash has been muddling his wits with alcohol more and more, because in the past few months 
he's developed a thing (infatuation, obsession, whatever anyone wants to call it) for his stupidly pretty and 
stupidly temperamental lead singer. Slash is not sure when this thing began, but it might have been when Axl 
fucked his then-girlfriend Yvonne and then invited him to try to kick his ass (and isn't that the perfect base 
for a healthy relationship). 


But Slash doesn't want to think about that, because it will also make him think about Axl straddling his hips and 
his hair all over the place, never mind he's beating the living shit out of him. Slash isn't a weakling, but he's 
not a fighter; he'd rather smile sweetly and back down. Axl is a fighter, gritting it out on the streets and 
trusting you about as far as he can toss you. That's the difference between them. 


Anyway, it's evening, it's hammering rain outside, and Slash is at a bar, chugging down his third half-pint of 
beer. It's a gorgeous brew, all fizzy and a warm gold colour, kind of the way Axl's skin looks under certain 
lighting. Slash's throat goes dry, because golden skin on Axl just makes him look like some kind of angel sent 


from heaven for people to ogle at. He has to remind himself that Axl is probably Satan's bastard child. A 
fucking beautiful bastard child, with arms ropey with muscle and cheekbones you could cut diamonds with, but 


Satan's child nonetheless. 


Duff returns from the bathroom and steals Slash's beer, taking a swig. His grin disappears when he sees 


Slash's expression. "Hey, man, you okay?" he asks, brow creased in concern, 
"Sure," says Slash, grabbing back the can and finishing off the beer. 
"Lies." 


"Well, if you wanted to fuck someone and they'd rather skewer you and roast you alive, | think you'd be a bit 


morose, too." 


Duff gestures around them, as if Slash is being stupid. Which he probably is, but that's besides the point. 
"There's plenty of cute chicks here. Fuck who you want." 


Slash emits a high-pitched whine and buries his face in his arms. He doesn't want to fuck a chick. Nope, he 
wants to fuck their psychotic lead singer with a track record for breaking people's faces. 


He giggles loudly, earning some odd stares, the full weight of the absurd situation hitting him like a sack of 


rocks. 


eR 


Slash is nursing a bottle of vodka in a corner of their ramshackle studio, because Axl is out and won't witness 
Slash's little hook-up. He tries to imagine that he's lying on a tropical beach with cream sand and foaming 
water, instead of moping in this lice-infested room that's right out of a claustrophobe's nightmare. 


The vodka is potent, sliding down his throat and warming his belly. It also makes him think of how strong Axl is, 
abdomen ripped and biceps prominent beneath smooth, flawless skin. He could probably break Slash in two if he 
had a mind, and the fact that he chooses not to is weirdly hot. And now Slash is half-hard because of the 


connections his treacherous brain strings together. 


He doesn't get to jerk off because the door slams open and Axl strides in, wearing nothing but low-riding jeans 
that just begin to reveal the dark curls below his navel. The silver cross dangling from his neck only 
accentuates the nakedness of his chest. Fucking tease knows how dangerous it is to dress like that. He probably 
enjoys it when people collide with lamp-posts or pitch over into manholes as their wits fall apart when he 


struts by. 
"I hate you," Slash says, and feels proud, because he means it. He curls up so Axl can't see his crotch. 


Axl arches a fine eyebrow and doesn't smile. "How much smack did you take today?" 


"Why do you have to ruin a perfectly good afternoon? You're good at ruining things. You should make it a 
profession" Slash is fully aware of the whiny note that has crept into his voice. 


"If you're done acting like an idiot, | want to talk to you." 
Slash begins to panic. Talk? In this state? "No." 


The silence that ensues is so thick it could be pricked with a pin. "What the fuck do you mean ‘no'?" Oh, Axl's 

angry now. ‘No’ is not a word he accepts; it's barely a word he understands. All in all, Slash thinks he'd make a 
disappointing pet. Axl prowls towards him, an almost feral look in his pale, bright eyes. Slash scrambles up and 
backs into the corner, clutching his bottle to his chest, unsure of what to do. 


‘Its important," Axl says, and Slash shivers at his deep, deep voice. How does someone with such a delicate 


face even have such a voice? That shouldn't be legal. 
Then Slash makes a decision 


He flings the remnants of the vodka in Axl's face and makes a dash for it. A slew of colourful curses follows 


him, and Slash doesn't stop running till he's a mile away from the studio and his T-shirt is drenched in sweat. 
Smashing move, Hudson, he thinks, and then throws up next to a rubbish bin. 


eR 


Ah, Jack Daniels. His one true love. Smooth and rich and velvety. Just like Axl's voice. Come to think of it, the 
colour kind of reminds him of Axls hair. Axl is the only fucker on Earth who can make that teased, flame-red 


hair look ultra-cool instead of utterly ridiculous - 


No. He is not going to think about Axl. He is going to sit in this bar, all alone and very happy, and have 
metaphorical sex with his wonderful, precious J.D. 


He takes a swig, throwing his head back. Ahh, he can feel his brain going numb. "I should marry you," he says 
to the bottle. "We'd do all that mushy romantic stuff together. Go skydiving and rescue puppies and shit." 


"I knew you were crazy." 

Slash turns around to find Axl standing there with his arms crossed over his chest. The bastard's wearing a 
white shirt that's half-unbuttoned, tucked into black leather pants that may as well be painted on. The portly 
bartender is gawping at him and hasn't noticed that the glass he's filling with cider is overflowing. His eyeballs 


pop back in his head when his customer pointedly clears his throat. 


"Who you callin’ crazy?" Slash says, stroking his bottle. 


"Wow. Deaf and stupid" He draws closer to Slash, and this time, Slash has nowhere to run: the crowd behind 
Axl is thick, almost impenetrable. 


"I look all fucking over for you," says Axl, leaning down, very close to Slash's face. "And where do | find you?" 
He wrenches the bottle from Slash's hands and holds it high in the air. "In a bar in the middle of nowhere, 


without anyone to haul your sorry ass back home once you're sloshed" 


"You're pretty," Slash blurts out. Then he begins to laugh, sounding a bit like a demented hyena ‘Pretty’ is not 


what you want to call Axl Rose to his face unless you also want to die. 


Axl raises his eyebrows, jaw going slack. By some bizarre miracle, he doesn't lash out. He just chews his 
luscious lower lip and shakes his head. "What the Hell am | going to do with you?" 


"Take me home to Mom?" Slash says. He has flung all concern for his safety on the wayside. 


Axl grasps his wrist and yanks him up from his seat, and Slash is scared he's going to be turned into minced 
meat, or worse, get kicked out of the band. But Axl only toys with one of Slash's curls with a finger, lazy and 
self-assured. "| ain't takin’ you to Indiana," he says. "It's a world away and my dad's a nut-job." He pulls Slash 

closer to him, so their breaths mingle. "But | am takin’ you back to the studio." He grins wickedly, showing his 
teeth, and snakes his hand between them, giving Slash a delicious little squeeze. 


Axl quaffs from the bottle and then drops it to the sticky floor. It shatters into a hundred pieces, whiskey 
spattering all over, but Slash is too happy to care. 


